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Summary: An Underfell!AU story where Sans is sick and Papyrus takes care of him. But not only is he sick because of being thrown out into the snow for a night, but because of high levels of depression and anxiety. Papyrus shows some brotherly love and realizes that there's a side to his brother that he's never seen before.





	1. Chapter 1

Okay, since there is no official au thing from the author of the 'Fell universe, the thing is to make your own headcanon about it. This is what this chapter that's not a chapter is for; y'all can skip it if you want, but if anybody has questions it's probably going to be answered in here. If not, PM me and I will answer. I post this at the beginning of every Underfell!Au story I write even if some characters aren't in it.

_Storyline_

The way the Fallen Human gets to the Underground is the same way in UndertaleClassic: the human falls into Mt. Ebbot and proceeds on their journey. In Pacifist, the route is basically the same: you go through, you save everyone. In No Mercy, you kill everyone and it is exactly as expected, but Mettaton's fight is the only truly heartwrenching one. Neutral is, well... Neutral.

_Characters_

_(In order of appearance)_

Chara: Swapped roles with Frisk basically, and, in my version, they are both a she.

Flowey: The Flower who has suddenly turned nice and helps/trains you in the Underground. You also help Flowey by showing him that not everyone is evil.

Toriel: Slightly insane, mistakes you for Asriel/Frisk sometimes and makes you either Blood Pie or Cinnamon Butterscotch Pie with instead of cinnamon, it's monster dust.

Napstablook: Also called 'Madstablook'. Always angry and insecure of himself. Chara helps him realize that he is amazing just the way he is and loves his music.

Sans: Speaks with a Brooklyn accent. Wears a collar on his neck because of Papyrus, who literally abuses him in just about every form, but still loves his brother too much. Much more than he should, because of it wasn't for Pap then Sans would be dead. Loves mustard and Grillby's, just wants to be loved in a world full of hate. Has very bad cases of anxiety and depression because of his brother.

Papyrus: Head of the Royal Guard, moved the base to Snowdin and hates Grillby's. Demands that Sans calls him 'Boss' and has revoked the privilege to call 'brother'. However, with as much abuse that he inflicts on Sans, he still loves him (which is why he does it) and would do anything for him. Still a precious cinnamon roll because he tries to be angry at Chara but cannot because she is too adorable for this world.

Undyne: A fish

Alphys: A weirdass mad scientist who likes to experiment on children, but at heart, is still a beautiful dinosaur who is in love with fish chick. Only this way because of her childhood- parents neglected her and other children always made fun of her. Is the same way to MTT as Papyrus is to Sans, just less abusive and more yelling at him, telling him how useless he is as a robot who will never get a good rating. Later you meet her in True Lab and she tells you that Mettaton EX is merely a ghost inside the robot body, but can't get out because of the magic she secretly wired into the suit in order to keep Mettaton there forever as a personal sort of slave.

Mettaton: Originally shows up in box from but Alphys forces him to change to EX form because it hurts him more; tries to help you get away from Alphys while she's trying to kill you and gets caught just when you're almost away from Alphys. Alphys eventually chooses Mettaton over you and drags him off to go punish him- and what that means, Chara doesn't want to know. Mettaton smiles sadly at you as he is dragged off; you don't see him again until you get to True Lab, which happens after your Asgore fight and go for Pacifist ending. There, he's strapped into a bed, still in EX form, groaning in pain, blood everywhere. Alphys gives you the explanation of him and you are forced to leave; however, you come back at the end and rescue him from the lab and the suit and give him a regular body that he can show off in the human world.

Asgore: King Fluffybuns. Basically Toriel Classic, with a few tweaks such as letting you go through the barrier without a fight. You do fight him in True Pacifist, and end up letting him take your soul along with all the others. Eventually you get a body back and live happily on the surface with him, Papyrus, Sans, Alphys (though you're still getting to trust her), Undyne, Mettaton, and Flowey (who still doesn't trust anyone for shit).


	2. Chapter 2

_UF!Papyrus is worried about his brother, for once..._

* * *

><p>Sans was late. Again. He had been late to his station to watch for humans, and now he was late coming home! Papyrus had even gone to the trouble of making him some hotcats... but now, when he showed up, he was going to dump them in front of Sans' face.<p>

There was another five minutes of waiting, when Papyrus finally heard the click of the lock in the door. He got up from the couch and put on his most imposing face, crossing his arms and tapping his foot impatiently.

Sans looked up and there was Papyrus. He smiled nervously.

"H-hey, Boss," he tried.

Papyrus merely stared at him for a minute.

"Gah! Why must you always be late? Can't you ever be somewhere on time? I even went through the trouble of making hotcats for you, but now they've gotten cold! You don't deserve them, now. In fact, if you like sleeping so much, why don't you stay out and sleep? I don't want to see you in this house until tomorrow afternoon!"

Sans hung his head shamefully, but could not bring himself to fight back against his brother's words. He never could. He wasn't even surprised at his punishment.

"Don't be so late next time!" Papyrus stalked off and made a show of taking the plate of food and throwing it in the trashcan. Sans looked away; he wasn't hungry, anyways. The last thing he wanted was food. He hadn't been feeling well for the past few days, anyway. He had successfully hidden his sickness from Papyrus quite well, but Sans was sure that if Papyrus caught him coughing, he'd receive a terrible punishment.

He opened the door and eyed the snowy ground; surely if his brothe- uhh, Boss caught him inside, he would get a worse punishment. So he forced himself out into the cold and curled up next to the doorstep, his collar uncomfortably reminding him of his place.

Shivering, Sans slipped into sleep.

* * *

><p>The next thing he knew was waking up screaming and everything hurt because he'd just had a nightmare that he didn't remember. And then he was slapped across the face by Papyrus, who was turning blue in the face from yelling at him.<p>

"WHAT HAVE I TOLD YOU?"

Violently, Sans flinched and backed into the wall of the house, terrified of his brother. He started breathing broken, ragged breaths, and started coughing.

But soon, he started hacking his lungs out (metaphorically) and he didn't notice as Papyrus stopped screaming at him and was now looking at him with concern. Sans started vomiting and coughing blood. He turned to Papyrus, who was now kneeling next to him, but his eye flamed red as he scrambled away from his brother and died down as Sans slipped into unconsciousness.

* * *

><p>Sans woke to a white world.<p>

Maybe it wasn't a world. Maybe it was death. He hoped it was. He looked around and there was nothing remarkable about anything. There was nothing. No landmarks, no colors except white, and no noise, no sound...

No silence, either.

How does one live in a world without sound or silence? The opposite of sound is silence. Where did they go? Do they just not exist? Sans grabbed his head in order to stop his out-of-control thoughts.

And then there was a something. The something looked.. exactly like him.

But not.

This weird him was clothed in black and seemed to be the entity of black himself. There were strange words, "Error" glitching in and out of him, and colors and little bits of him would glitch with white rectangles, reversing color where it shouldn't be.

His mouth had yellow teeth and his eyes were outlined in red with a blue pupil. There were tear track streaming down his face. On his hands, tied around his bones, were several pieces of string that led up to nowhere that Edge should see.

Behind this weird Sans was...

Another damn Sans. Fucking Asgore, how many of him were there?

This Sans was decked out in blue and in his eyes shone... stars? He wore blue gloves and a blue scarf, and carried himself with the same sort of confidence that Papyrus had. Maybe a little less... intimidating, but nonetheless, still a Papyrus-sort of confidence. Emanating from his silver shirt was a blue soul, with strings attached to it that disappeared into the endless ceiling.

The two advanced towards Edge, and he scrambled away a few feet before an unseen wall appeared.

"I-I-I can assure you, we'r-r-re not here to hurt you," the Error one said. The Blue one continued hiding behind Error.

"H-how the hell do I k-know that?" Edge said, keeping careful watch on both of them. He hated the stutter in his voice- scared sounding and totally uncool like Error's. _#LivingWithTheGreatPapyrus, _Edge thought.

"Hey, it's okay," the Blue (Blue something, there was more to that name) Sans said. "Uhm, we... we were watching the m-multiverse... and... we saw you... we thought... maybe, you could use some help?"

Blue was obviously nervous about something, because Edge was sure he didn't normally stutter like that. Maybe he was intimidated by Sans' raw power...

Ha. The Boss always said he'd never had any for anyone to be intimidated by. It had to be something else.

"Help with what? I-I'm just f-fi-fine."

"Y-y-your bro," Error said. "W-w-want me to take him out?"

"You keep your weird-ass hands off my Boss- err, B-Brother," Edge defended.

Error chuckled. "Okay," he said. "Jus if you need any help." He vanished with that weird sort of half-sound mix of when monsters died and Sans took his shortcut. A _whisshhhh _along with a scritching sound.

Blueberry _(t__here we go) _stood looking confused, when the blue strings on his heart tugged- rather painfully, by his expression- and he, too, vanished.

* * *

><p>Sans woke again- or had he never woken at all?- in his bed, shivering from the cold, but surprisingly feeling not-as-fatiuged as he usually was. Maybe that endless void had given him some rest. He needed it...<p>

Sans' sockets closed as he drifted into dreamless sleep...

...

. . .

. . . .

. . . . .

. . . . . .

And opened once more as Papyrus kicked open his door, demanding that he 'get up and get to work, as he was being lazy as usual and had even been allowed to sleep in fifteen minutes and at least he was inside last night'. Papyrus's overly loud voice scratched the inside of his skull, giving him a headache and making him feel worse than he already did. Sans risked a look out of his small window and saw that the sun was up and he'd been sleeping for about three more hours.

"Get _up, _you useless bastard!" Papyrus grabbed the neck of his shirt and hauled him into the air, staring at him and momentarily choking him as Sans clawed at his shirt and struggled in the air.

Papyrus made a disgusted noise and dropped Sans mercilessly onto the floor. "You have fifteen minutes," he said, "Or breakfast is being thrown away." The skeleton stalked out of the room, slamming the door shut behind him.

Sans sat dazed on the floor for a moment, then crawled back in bed and tried to not feel sick enough to go to work.

But...

His bed was so comfortable...

And he fell asleep, again.

And, fifteen minutes later, Papyrus came barging in.

And, once more, Papyrus momentarily choked him by holding him by his collar.

But, this time, something went different. Sans's shirt came up enough to see inside his ribcage, containing his soul. It clearly was not the healthy (ish) red colour it should have been, but was instead flickering between different shades of brown and black. Papyrus was so startled by it that he forgot he was temporarily murdering his brother.

The soul began to flicker more towards black than brown, and Papyrus looked at Sans and saw him starting to go limp, so he set him down on the bed and waited for him to regain his senses.

Sans coughed roughly and looked up at him, blood dribbling out of his mouth. "B-Boss? D-did I-I do s-something w-wrong?" He coughed harshly between his stutters in 'something'.

"No," Papyrus said, looking down at him. "But you've gotten sick."

"He... hehe... N-no, I h-haven't..." Sans said, trying to get up to put on work clothes but failed in standing up. He tripped and fell into Papyrus's arms, then flinched back onto the bed, for fear of being hit for showing weakness.

"Yes, you have. I'm going to call Captain Undyne and tell her we're both taking work off until you get better." Papyrus subconsciously pulled the blanket (why does he only have one?) up over his brother and left the room.

"B-boss..." Sans tried to protest, but was asleep before he could get the rest of it out.


End file.
